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Horoscopes are dead 


‘page 4 -Late Bastard 
rpage 6. _ Mat gets a 400 on the verbal 


page 11 paul rants some more** 
page 12 So much for suspense... 
page 13 Do the comic dance of joy... 


Grammar again... 
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Editors and Staff 
....Co-Editor in Chief 
....Co-Editor in Chief 


he Omen accepts submissions from any 
member of the Hampshire community. 
We won’t edit anything you write 

‘ (unless it’s for spelling or grammar), as 

ciate long as you’re willing to be responsible for 

Earless Wonder | What you say (sign your NAME). Libel, which 
we personally find amusing and entertaining for 
countless hours,-is just not an option in this forum. 

Submissions can include anything 
involving the Hampshire community and 
are due on Wednesday nights at 8 p.m. Submit to 
Michelle Beach (B-311 box 1127) or Jordan Strauss 
(J-309, box 1007). If you’re interested in writing 
regularly, talk to Mat Lauritsen (J-304). We pre- 
fer submissions on disk — IBM or high density 
Mac — but hard copy is okay. Label your stuff well 
and it will get’back to you. 

So give us Your news, commentary, short fic- 
tion, comics, satire, first born, poetry, art, bulletins, 
questions, and anything else you can think of, and 
your beloved community rag will dish it 
back 700 times. What better way to be heard? 

The Omen is a completely non-partisan 
“The Lord brings forum for expression. The views and opinions 

death” expressed in the articles are those of the authors 
-1 Samuel 1:6 alone. 


Michelle Beach.... 
Jenifer Howk.... 


-Looking for Love 
.Professional Pervert 


Matt Hamer 
Cas Lucas 
Casey Nordell 
Melissa Poague 
Ben Tomczak 
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by Michelle Beach 
’s really late; I’m really tired, and 
I can’t sleep. Honestly, I 
haven’t tried yet. It just hasn’t 
seemed like a good idea. What I need 
todois finish something entirely. And 
this editorial became that thing. 

It's very depressing when 
you have a pile of things to do but 
nothing you~ can’ “finish in any’ 
reasonable amount of time. You can 
spend all day working and. have 
nothing to show forit. Eventually, you 
Tun out of energy:and need to Spend 
hours watching bad TV. Or some 
other equivalent mindless activity. 

Sometimes you just:need a 
break from thinking. You need to 
watch people happily solve all of their 


problems in a half an hour. .Their . 


perfect, happy lives are a great way,to 
avoid thinking about the massive piles 
of work awaiting you in your room, 
but they can also leave you depressed. 

Because of this, other ways 
of avoiding work are often necessary. 
Bocce and hiking are two things that 
can help, but are often more time 
consuming than watching bad TV. 1 
recently discovered Bouldering..as 
one very good substitute. Hamipshiré’s 
Bouldering Cave, the only’ in the 
valley, is awesome. It’s great to 
struggle so hard finally reaching the 
top and then to fall down on to the 
incredibly soft mats. More than 
watching TV, Bouldering gives such 


THE AMAZING RETURN OF SURLY BOY 


HEY TV, 
th 


asense of accomplishment and allows 
you to simultaneously exercise and 
avoid your problems. It’s hard to think 
about that massive paper you have to 
write when all of your energy is 
focused on reaching,the next hold. 
After only a short amount of time 


Bouldering, the sense of exhaustion’” 


that comes from actually accomplish- 
ing something is great. Unfortunately, 
eventually you have to 
face reality again, fealize 
that the exhaustion from Bouldering 
is not as productive as you had hoped, 
and actually deal life. No matter how 
much you just want to sleep. 

Sleep is the one thing that T 
want most. It’s also the last thing that 
Ihave time todo. It’s that time of year, 
the last of everything. Classes are 


~ ending with massive final papers, 


deadlines are all in the same week, 
People are preparing to leave, 
preparing for long summers and 
crappy jobs in which barely enough 
money will be earned to pay for the 
next semester, 

Money has been of extreme 
concer to me, lately. Field study, 
something Hampshire prides itselfon, 
is very difficult. Not only do youhave.. 
to’pay Hampshire, you also have:to.. 
feed and shelter yourself wherever 
you go. Of course you could go on 
leave, which means you don’t have to 
pay Hampshire anything, but you 
don’t get any money for living 


«AND NOW BACK TO 'FULL 
OVE TVI HOUSE." "UNCLE JESSE, WHY 
WHAT'S ON? CAN'T I LIE TO MY FRIENDS? 
YOU DO." “UH...." 


“OH YOU GUYS, CUT+T-OUT." 
“EASY FOR YOU TO SAY, 
UNCLE JOEY, AT LEAST YOU 


15)D)MKO)PSHNB Sleep deprived rants 


expenses either. Either way, you’re 
screwed if you don’t have money. 

This is probably just an bitter 
unsubstantiated rant, but it seems to 
me that Hampshire seems to attract 
two types of people, the very rich and 
athe smart poor (this isn’ ttosay that the 
*Tich aren’ (smart, and that there are no 
stupid poor, it is to say that believe 
standards for_admitting rich may be 

_different than those for admitting 
poor. But again, [have no justification 
for this). | must say, though, that the 
financial aid people are very nice. 
They are helpful or at least try to be. 
There are just some things they can’t 
do (like give me‘more money). 

T guess what this all comes 
down to, is that I am trying to go on 
leave next semester and Jen Howk (a 
PageMaker god) is still unsure of 
whether or not she will be retuming. 
My short time doing layout for the 
Omen has taught me a great deal and 
has been a very wonderful (though 
time consuming) experience. I will 
miss it very much next semester, and 
plantoretum toa very active roll when 
I come back in the spring. Until then, 

mthe Omen is being left in very 

“competent hands (though new inter- 

Nest and help is always welcome). I 

have full confidence that the Omen 
will continue to improve next 
semester and that those left in charge 
will do a wonderful job. ) 

This is my last issue all " 
awhile, I ou enjor it. 


“YOU GOT IT. DUDEr' 
“THAT'S OUR MICHELLE! HA 
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WUXTRY, 
WUXTRY! 


Animal 


Apr 1, 10:57a.m: Enfield, dog 
brought to pound. 

Apr 2, 1:58p.m: Enfield, 
complaint about a dog. 


Fire Alarms/Fires 

Mar 31, 3:32p.m: Children’s 
Center, pull station activation. 
Apr 8, 4:14p.m: Greenwich, 
cooking smoke in apartment 3. 
Apr 13, 12:50p.m: Dakin, pull 
station D2-- malicious. 

Apr 13, 1:00p.m: Prescott, 
cooking smoke-- apartment 76. 


Suspicious People 

Apr 4, 1:45a.m: Greenwich, 
officers spoke with individuals, 
all OK. 

Apr 4, 5:01p.m: Dakin, 
individuals soliciting asked to 
leave building. 


Noise Complaints 

Mar 31, 1:34a.m: Merrill, 
unfounded. 

Apr 1, 12:16a.m: FPH, re: 
bands. 

Apr 3, 12:08a.m: FPH, re: 
bands. 

Apr 3, 12:15a.m: Dakin, re: K3. 
Apr 3, 12:22a.m: Merrill, re: 
B3. 

Apr 3, 1:00a.m: FPH, re: bands. 
Apr 5, 3:20a.m: Enfiled, re: apt. 
60. 

Apr 9, 12:54a.m: FPH, re: 
bands. 

Apr 9, 2:00a.m: Dakin, un- 
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Apr 9, 2:45a.m: Prescott, re: 
apartment 82. 

Apr 10, 3:11a.m: Dakin, re: J3. 
Apr 10, 4:21a.m: Prescott, re: 
apartment 82. 

Apr 11, 12:20a.m: Dakin, re: 
G3. 

Apr 2, 11:56p.m: Merrill, re: 
B3. 


Disturbances 

Apr 1, 1:09a.m: Greenwich, 
student reported unwanted 
phone call. 

Apr 1, 1:37a.m: Greenwich, 
student reported unwanted 
phone call. 

Apr 11, 7:09p.m: Dakin, people 
on roof. 


Larceny 

Mar 31, 1:43p.m: FPH, VCR 
stolen. 

Apr 5, 12:20p.m: Dakin Lot, 
license plate reported stolen. 
Apr 7, 9:27p.m: Enfield, license 
plate reported stolen. 

Apr 9, 2:00p.m: Enfield, VCR 
Teported stolen. 

Apr 9, 3:55p.m: Merrill, laptop 
computer stolen. 

Apr 13, 2:00p.m: EDH, laptop 
computer stolen from office. 


Motor Vehicle Tows 


Mar 31, 6:30p.m: Enfield 
Circle, vehicle towed from fire 
lane. 


Apr 1, 8:26a.m: FPH, vehicle 


Hampshire Cam- 
pus Police Log 
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towed from f/s lot- tow list. 
Apr 5, 4:11a.m: Dakin, vehicle 
towed from grass. 

Apr 6, 2:38a.m: Main Drive, 
vehicle towed from roadway. 
Apr 6, 3:14a.m: Dakin, vehicle 
towed from driveway. 

Apr 6, 4:53a.m: Prescott, 
vehicle towed from lawn. 

Apr 10, 7:41a.m: FPH, vehicle 
towed from f/s lot. 


Vandalism 

Apr 3, 7:45a.m: FPH, banner 
vandalized. 

Apr 13, 1:28p.m: Dakin, 
exterior light found in residence 
hall. 

Apr 13, 4:45p.m: Prescott, 
Breaking and Entering, Motor 
Vehicle: nothing reported sto- 
len. 


Other 

Apr 10, 10:00p.m: Prescott, 
individual playing with phone 
spoken to. 


The Omen would like to 
thank Derrick Elmes for giving 
us the Police Log every week. 


ere are some 
balloons for him 


Students take action 


by Melissa Poague 


e question you’ve been dy 
ing to ask: Why is the group 
Student Action so 


ambitiously launching a campaign 
against sweatshops? What’s 
driving us to confront the issue 
when we could endlessly and 
indifferently partake of good ol’ 
American consumerism? We 
could run around in our high-tech 
Nike shoes, bearing the swoosh 
like a religious symbol, and wear 
stone-washed Guess? cut-offs, 
just ragged enough to look stylish. 
Then of course, there’s all the 
Disney paraphernalia—the cozy 
101 Dalmations pajamas and the 
adorable Little Mermaid socks, 
not to mention the Mickey Mouse 
ears. What reason would possibly 
motivate us to forsake these 
symbols of our culture (our 
American pride, our capitalist 
integrity, our love of animated 
characters)? 
Well kids, the sewer 
has somethingsto do 
- (a “a y 
with the .mongters 
called “miltinational\ 
corporations.” That 


4 


sho} 


“multinatio) 


these” 


Additionally, they force the 
women to work twelve to sixteen 
hour shifts in order to meet 
seemingly impossibly high 
quotas. Thus, the subcontractors 


(the factory owners) attain the, 


workers (many of them also right 
here in the U.S.A) when our J.C. 
Penney blouses are stained with 
their suffering! (Note: Some 
sarcasm@\ intended.) And, 
obviouslyOur perspective on the 


most labor for the least cost, and, matteri8 oné Of privilege; it’s 


consequently, the corporation: 

receive a higher percentage of the 
profit from the goods, which are 
sent back to the U.S. and sold in 
such fine shopping centers as our 
very own Hampshire Mall. Case 
in point: Disney workers in Haiti 
earn an average wage of 57 cents 


an hour (.3 % of the retail cost of 


a garment), while Michael Eisner, 
the CEO, earns $95,000 an hour. 
The exploitation doesn’t 


end there, however, the working, 


conditions in most factories ate” 
“~hell and send a message to the 


dangerous and unhealthy, causing 
workers to suffer respiratory 
problems from fumes and/or air 
particles or eye strain from staring 
at little microchips all day long. 
As well, the women are sexually 
harassed by their male 
supervisors, forced to take birth 
control pills, forced to have 
abortions if they do get pregnant, 


| and are not allowed to unionize. 


; agi , 
right! | Affi ctio tely fermed, 
pa for { \ 


In short, life is shit, and there are 


“women in these factories are the 


corporati ave one ove i ing {no alternatives; most of the 
goal—to mi fits—and the 


will use fygt/about any\meéans in, 
the pursuit e almighty dollar. 


‘chief wage earners for their 
families and cannot find work 


Most commonly, they mov bX where. When the multi- 
shgegand BRIO 


production (of apparel, shoes; an 

some electronics) to Thitd World 
countries where the minimum 
wage is well below subsistence 
level and they can pay factory 
workers (most of them women, 
aged 15 to 22) wages as low as 
thirteen cents an_ hour. 


als decide to pull out of one 
country in favor of another where 
the wages are even lower, the 
workers who are left jobless are, 
well, pretty much screwed. 

So there you have it; we 
cannot remain happily detached 
from the concerns of sweatshop 


sZ-/for\\us< to be 
horrified\ at, the 
working conditions of 
these “poor, ‘exploited 
people.” _/(Note:Some irony 
intendéd.) “Yet it is’a fallacy to 
believe that we, haye no personal 
stake ip thé mattet—in fact, our 
dainty ‘Purchases connect us 
to the issue, whether we recognize 
if/ or not—and that we are 
powerless to affect the system. On 


\the contrary, we can raise some 


mon§tfous multinationals! 

“And that is exactly what 
Student Action is doing. As many 
of you may be aware, Student 
Action is working on an anti- 
sweatshop campaign, the focus of 
which, thus far, has been the 
Hampshire Mall. Originally, our 
intent was to pressure specific 
stores in the mall into no longer 
carrying sweatshop products from 
the nine worst human rights 
offenders (as named by the 
National Labor Committee), i.c., 
Wal-Mart, K-Mart, J.C. Penney, 
Nike, Walt Disney Co., Victoria’s 
Secret, Guess?, Esprit, and May 
Co. However, in our initial 
contacts with store managers 
(explaining who we are and what 
our campaign is about), we 
encountered some _ strong 
opposition—namely, the mall 


continued on page 19 
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SNAINE The Christmas of 


STIRRED 


by Dave Killen ready.” Thusly snapped back into 
washorrible. Christmas mom- reality, oursilly fears and misconcep- 
[ees Tawoke with dreams tions vanished and we pounced on 
my head and love inmy heart our gifts as our parents happily 
as I anticipated the bounty that lay slammed shots of vodka in the cor- 
only as far from meas the bottom of _ ner. What had we been thinking? It 
the stairs. My brothersand Ihuddled . was a Christrfias tree, for God’s sakes 
at the top, waiting with barely con-\_ Opp nes tet woe 
tained eagerness as our parents spent of it as a corpse? It was a 
an etemity taking pointless photo- toremember. 
graphs. At last we were set free, and, Now it’s its fh 
we rushed down the stairway to the here at Hampshire College, sitting in 
treasures that awaited us, almost my room and reading The Forward, 
knocking each other down in our | which has recently attempted to in-- 
excitement. Thencamethe moment, crease its readership. by running ; 
that has been bumed into my psyche comic strips on its back page. On 
eversince,amoment of terror so great this fine day, as I turn to the last page 
that it haunts me to this day.. and read Neil Golden’s comic, J am 
There, suspended | hit with an uncontrollable barrage of 


Tepressed memories. 1985. Back to 
above the candy and the F ‘Aline “You A. 


gifts as if it were ‘tard! You killed a pine!” Chri 

some kind of demented | trees, Christmas 1985. The Christ- 
ornament, was a dead | 1 fnas of the Corpse. lamin hell 
body. Aocorpse! Pinyin |v Piciy se What aly Rarer 
desperately sought-traction on on the } ae Roem, 
hardwood floor, bringing my 8 year "tearing away years of parental brain” 
old body to anfabrupt halt andsend- washing like so much bikini 


brothers crashing intomy back. The in our tender youth to notice the al. 


the corpse 


ways I wish that that issue of The For- 
ward had never found its way into 
my arms. Before it my life had been 
an ignorant bliss, and now, nothing 
but informed sadness. 

Someday I will avenge the mis- 
deeds of my childhood. Someday 
my parents, by then crotchety and old, 
they, 00, will taste something strange 
in their drinks on Christmas mom- 
ing. AndI will strike down with great 
vengeance and furious anger those 
who attempted to poison me and my 
brothers; an innocent corpse over the 
presents will no longer hang. In its 
place will stand the empty shells of 
mny parents. No longer will dying 
trees stand silent witness to my 
father’s psychotic rants - “That’s it, 
you bastard! Get me some more 
vodka dammit!” Or my mother’s, 
with inebriated joy - “Oh, Jesus, I’m 
so fucking drunk!” God knows I 
myself have heard them enough be- 
fore. And I will stand there, Tecog- 
nizing the Christmas corpses for what 
they are andwhat they should be, and 
I will walk outside to water the pine 


Tejoice, , forall Will be right with the 


ing my young, less fitaneuverable porn oe happily planted there, and Iwill 


corpse remained thereymotionless, as /coholic tinge in our Christmas milk, 
if daring us to breathe, daring us tothe tinge that now-so-strongly’stains 
even live at all. Hide lucadoe the tongue of my memory, we would 
shrank back in fear, looking to our have had a chance at understanding 
parents, our guardians, for help. They. what our parents tried so maliciously 
just snorted at us and shook their | to hide. The mass murder of young 
heads. and innocent Douglas Firs,sorare in 

“Why the fuck are you so scared _ the state of Oregon, of which it is the 
ofa Christmas tree?” asked my dad. official tree. I sit here alone, crying. 
“Jesus Christ, it’s not like it’s a Toknow that your youth hasbeen so 
fucking dead body or something. wasted, nay, perverted, is to know that 
Open your goddamn presents al- you will never be whole. In many 
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do 
What’s that, Covy? Don’t make 
jokes referencing The Forward, ei- 
ther, because no one reads it? Shit, 
you're probably right. Huh? Don’t 
refer to my own past articles for the 
same reason? Fuck. Hell, what do 
you know anyway, Covy? You’re 
just a figment of my imagination. 
You are pretty cute, though .. . 
This is Dave Killen, signing To\ 
off. (} 
vA 


White Trash 


Memories 


by Mark Hugo 
[ a more special “White Trash Sat- 
urday” than last issue (cue Wonder 
Years music) Mark reflects on his 
past and looks towards the future. A 
future filled with nudie bars and hot 
wings. 
Last week, while I was 
visiting my brother in Philadelphia, I 
had a very revealing conversation. I 
had just cracked my first beer; it was 
1:30 in the PM, but it was morning for 
me. I was remarking to Travis Dale 
that it didn’t really matter if we left 
Philly late, since I wanted to get to the 
party at Smith well after all the ladies 
had gotten nice and lubricated (with 
alcohol, that is). A gal, whom I will 
refer to as Madame L., remarked by 
asking the question, “Date rape?” I 
quipply remarked, “Not that drunk.” 
This little interaction forced me to 
Teflect upon my values, and how I 
adopted them. My mother raised me 
to be a gentle, kind, and enlightened 
young man. The TV, however, 
dispensed a different brand of 


morality, which I 
was quite suscep- 
tible to; this was 
especially apparent 
in my interactions 
with the fairer sex. | was quite the Don 
Juan between my 6th and 7th years. I 
hadn’t yet been conditioned to fear 
femi-nazi wrath (yes, you too Katie 
Matlock). If I saw a little girl that I 
wanted to meet, I would grab her and 
show her my interest. I mean, that’s 
what Bo or Luke Duke would do. 
Back in my first year of first grade (I 
had to repeat - attitude problem) I was 
the ring leader of The Girl Hunt. We 
would round upa band of little men to 
chase down some girls. Usually I 
would lead the attack - I was the best at 
out-maneuvering the chicklets and 
comering them against the fence at the 
far side of the playground (out of the 
reach of that Bostonian bitch of a 
teacher (she kept calling me Mak; 
“No, my name is MARK, you fuck- 
up!” is what I should have told her 
father than just ignoring her). 
Usually we would just push the 
girls down to show them who’s 
the man. One day, my men 
hesitated before giving them a 
good knock down and the 
little hussies 
turned on us, 
kissing every boy 
in sight. Why did they 
sfalter? Who can tell what goes 
through the mind of a boy who 
thrusts a girl against a fence for 
the first time? Their ring-leader 
headed straight for me, as I 
desperately attempted to reorga- 
nize my men. But just as 


ile IrAof 
uty 


General Pickett said to General Lee 
after the famous charge at Gettysburg, 
Iremarked to myself, “I have no more 
men.” 

On top of my military skills! 
wasalso quite the little philanthropist. 
Ican remember pulling out my shlong, 
in order to amaze and mystify the little 
ladies during story-time. I would then 
go home, feeling guilty, and confess 
to my mother that my wee-wee had 
accidentally fallen out of my un- 
zipped zipper. I was also quite good at 
the “T’ll show you mine, if you show 
me yours” game. I once gota friend of 
mine to doa little S year old strip tease 
for me in her front yard (I was 6). I 
always was adept at getting the ladies 
to take it all off before 1 had even 
dropped a shoe. Well, that’s all the 
memories for today folks. I’ve got to 
go drive my friend JJ to get a pick-up 
truck. 


HIT OFF YOUR NEW YEAR 
WITH A BANG 
Win me in a raffle! 
Tam holding a raffle on the last day of 
classes next fall (1998). 
Tickets will be one dollar per ticket. 
The winner will win a New Year’s 
date with yours truly in the lovely city 
of Philadelphia. 
In order to enter you must be a female 
and 18 years or older. 
All procedes will go to buy 
midget pornography for { } 
Hampshire’s library. VS 
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e: “Pet Owners Need Not 
Apply (4/10 Omen) 
Dear Thea: 

Perhaps, no pun intended, it would 
be best tolet sleeping dogs lie. Perhaps 
itwouldbe best to keep my nose in my 
own business, and not comment on 
your aiticle, entitled “Pet Owners 
Need Not Apply,” in the last Omen. 
But I don’t feel that benvolent today. 
‘Therefore, let me take the opportunity 
to tell you just how idiotic your letter, 
Thea Dodds, was. (I hope you also 
realize that I would be ripping on your 
letter just as hard if it had been 
published in another venue for 
editorial, such as our belovedmedium 
for legitimate news, The Forward.) 

The question your article raises is 
not, in fact, a question of how 
authority structures in Hampshire 
function. The question, rather, is how 
such dumb people get into this school. 
Did you ever consider the blatant 
hypocrisy of your letter? Your main 
complaint seems to be that certain 
authority figures at the school failed to 
follow published protocol in confis- 
cating your wonderful dog, Lymon. I 
will not pause at this juncture to 
question what kind of person would 
name their dog after the flavoring in 
Sprite. I will, however, comment on 
your statement justifying why you 
broke campus mules to keep your poor 
little puppy on campus. “Since I had 
no other choice,” you state, “I broke a 
tule.” You then continue on to outline 
every single violation of protocol 
allegedly involved in the situation, 
including the fact that you were not 
removed from housing in Greenwich 
Page 8 volume 10 number 12 


SECTION 


HATE! 


after your second citation (a point 
which it would seem wise not to harp 
on). The one Hampshire rule which 
you conveniently skip over is the one 
which states, if I could be allowed to 
paraphrase, NO FUCKING PETS, 
YOU STUPID HIPPIE. (1 assume 
you are a hippie from your irrational 
love of dogs and your pure brazen 
idiocy.) The very policy of following 
“unwritten laws” at Hampshire is the 
same policy which kept poor little 
Lymon from being tumed into a can 
of Alpo after your first violation, not to 
mention you later brazen violation of 
the policy despite previous wamings. 

Let’s consider a few more 
statements in your article. For 
example, you state that Dr. Bob 
compared confiscating your dog to 
confiscating a bong. As both of these 
items are contraband items, the 
analogy seems perfectly apropos to 
me. Your comparison of taking your 
dog to taking your child, on the other 
hand, is downright ridiculous. Per- 
haps I should remind you that your 
dog isanon-sentient animal incapable 
of love (i.e. fur plus meat). Dogs are 
stupid animals who are loyal to 
whoever feeds them. They ’realot like 
working class Republicans in that 
way.Would you object to 
Derrick Elmes removing 
a right-wing auto 
worker from your mod? In 
most civilized countries dogs are 
eaten as food. Only in a culturally 
backwards society such as our own 
would they be coddled as pets, 
Children, on the other hand, are 
sentient creatures capable of indepen- 
dent thought, which explains how 


Dirty Hippies 
need not apply 


they formulate mistaken ideas as 
ridiculous as the ones outlined in your 
letter. 

Perhaps your most ridiculous 
expectation is the fact that you 
expected to be allowed a housing 
exemption because you own a pet. If 
this was policy, any idiot 
could buy a cat or a 
goldfish and get a free 
ticket off campus. Andas 
for expecting the college to supply 
housing for people with pets, I hope 
you realize that you could probably 
count the number of colleges and 
universities that allow pets in on- 
campus housing on one hand. The 
statement that pets would not be 
allowed on campus seems to be one 
that would be implied in the very 
nature of the institution. (Perhaps 
Hampshire should just emblazon its 
applications with “Dumb-Ass Hip- 
pies With No Sense Need Not 
Apply.”) Didn’t you ever bother to 
ask what the school’s policy on pets 
was before you decided to arrive and 
flagrantly flaunt you violation of 
school policy? 

I could mention a few other 
glaring idiocies outlined in your letter, 
such as your complaint that Elmes left 
your dog outdoors of all places (where 
do you think dogs live in the wild— 
heated caves? Miniature yurts?), or 
the fact that you probably had a 
million other “choices” of things to do 
with your dog while you were at 
school (kennels, relatives, new Own- 
ers, the ASPCA.... hey we all have to 
make sacrifices to go to school . . .). 
But! think you’ve made enough of an 
ass of yourself simply by publishing 


you ridiculous diatribe. You are, 
obviously, stupid, if the simple fact 
that you own a dog doesn’t make that 
perfectly clear in and of itself. I 
suggest you undergo a strict regiment 
of self-improvement, beginning with 


It’s a dog’s life 


by Matt Hamer 

N reading over the last issue of the Omen, Section Hate caught my atten 
tion. I was hoping for an interesting story of distress and personal 
guish. . perhaps someone 1 puppy had been mowed down by a 
PVTA bus, or some such thing. ibe as I pursued the article further, I 
yas disappointed to find that merely yet an Hampshire student 
‘mOaning about the unfaimess of Halnpshire’s student policies. Person- 
ally, Thaye very rarely (if ever) found\any of Hampshire’s student policies 
restricting (Imean we are probably at the host liberal school on the FACE OF 
THE FUCKING PLANET). Idojhave some ideas on why the author 
of “Petiowners need not apply” in the Apni'10, $998 issue of the Omen should 

have thought a little bit more carefully about bringing a dog to college with her. / 
The unfortunate truth of the matteristhat had the author not defeated her entire'case in the first paragraph of her 
article, I might have been swayed to agreeing with her. She Ha yee she has realized that the student handbook, 


Non Satis Non Scire, “doesn’t niean shit”. However, it is m¥ opinion that she-had.made that decision long 
before she arrived at Hampshiré. Let me quote a line or two from the aforementioned student fi under 
“Pet Policy,” p. 61 : “Pets and other animals, with the exception of certified service animals, are prohibite@ 7m all 
residential buildings. ..Studentsvho violate this policy are subject to disciplinary actions.” Seems imple, 


eh? Not too much room for misintespretation there. However, later on the author cites the “Rights of Entry” oe 
from the very same page, to furtherher argument against Public ‘Safety’s right to enter her ropm. So, the author blatantly 
ignores one policy in the handbook, and expects Public Safety to follOWethe other to the letter. Hmm, hypocrisy 
anyone? ( { _. 7 
“How many other students Love pets on campus?” Sorry, but I dorttgeally.think 


Sure, Ihave 
seen some fish tanks about, a snake br two, and even‘a ferret. ;However, I must say that seen Very few dogs 
charging about campus. The reason for this? Unless you have a Chihuahua fora are some\particular issues that 
apply to dogs that do not for the aforementioned animals. Dogs are much bigger. be Igu A need access 
to a lot of space to be happy. Dogs like to dig holes in things, pee things, 
sniff people’s .asses, and bark at strangers. reasons that dogs do not make 


particularly good animals to have at school with oneself. Also, the aforementioned §nimals do not ever have to leave 
one’s room, so nobody ever needs to know about them. 

This brings me to my next point: How did public safety find out about the a 
only think of two ways in which this could have happened: a) she was seen by a pub! 
was questioned about it, or b) someone complained about it. First off, the first rule thaf everyone knows about breaking 
rules is that youlnééd to be careful about doing it! Strutting around with a dog in b 
taking hits from a bong in broad daylight; someone in authority will probably notice ven! 
There I go ste gogs to bongs! I hope the author doesn’t feel too nauseous. i 
the dog, then I believé public safety had every right totake the animal away. I mean, 
are only so many me someone can ask nicely before actually doing somet 
filed, I’m sure the persoo who might have complained was thankful that publig: 
dog that was barking all'night or eating their laundry jor something. Fd 

In conclusion, I beliéye that while it may nothave been proper inthe end for public 
measures as taking the author’s dog and changing her lock, I also feel that the author was given ample waming about the 
situation. Furthermore, assuming that having a pet Would automatically qualify someone for a housing exemption is 
definitely just what the author called it, foolish. If this were the Case, thanjanyone who wanted off-campus housing 
could merely say “Oh, umm. ..yeah, I have a pet turtle... .so I guess I don’t have to live on-campus!” And as the author 
says in her opening paragraph, “Since I had no other choice, I broke a rule.” It seems tome that this statement could py 
very well be tumed the other way around and used by public safety as well. ) , 
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You had to get personal, 


by Casey Nordell 

irst and foremost, you lily- 

livered, armpit licking, se- 

men gulping, wife-beating, 
butt-crack-sweat-swallowing, child- 
molesting, smegma-sucking, ball- 
hair-plucking, primate-fucking, pa- 
thetic excuses for first years, you’re 
the “Militant Grammarians of Hamp- 
shire,” not Massachusetts. To pretend 
like your paltry, ten-membered, 
whiny organization extends state- 
wide, is not only Pretentious with a 
“P” the size of Maine, but also 
Ludicrous with an “L” the size of 
Florida. You annoying bunch of 
haughty poop-smears aren’t even a 
dozen strong, and you already think 
you own the state. 

Secondly, you begin your 
“fetter” within an “article” with the 
standard salutation, “Dear Casey,” yet 
you don’t end it with any sort of 
conclusion, such as “Sincerely, 
MGM,” or “Full of shit as always, 
MGM.” Wouldn’t this be, um, 
grammatically incorrect, 
poor usage, if not form? 


copy of the Omen, butI have alife and 
better things to do. I have my own 
original thoughts and ideas; | don’t 
need to get my kicks going around 
correcting other people’. 

You say my first point 
concems making a distinction be- 
tween standard English and it’s 
dialects. Bzzzz! You’re 
wrong. No wonder 
you're anally insist- 
ing everyone speak in 
your very particular 
way . It’s because it’s so difficult for 
you to understand anything at all. My 
point was, in case I wasn’t clear 
enough the first time around, that 
“Standard English” doesn’texist! So! 
guess the distinction is that dialects are 
very real and numerous, whereas 

“Standard English” is a fabrication 
elitists, like: you, my eighth gra 
teacher, or the King of England. 

A common misogncepti 
which I can see that you hold; is is 
there is a main branch of English t6, 
which everything else is a dialect. The | 


Speaking ore ass your. \ reality of the matter is that all versions 


tille, is I No fl: Suck’. 
Cock.” 
sente 


sure my “ignorance” Will be the endof | 
westem erica, ac eral 
“ ig 

would be “ Ma Nordell 


of English are dialects to pach other. 


jotonly isthishotacomplete- “There isno Standardization odtsigeof stru 
(ooh, double negative, I’m \ people occasionally writing’ 


bunch of grammatical rules 
vsaying, “Okay, this is standard 


A better_title ! English!” So, by a book like. that 
ell \ writen fifty years ago, en ray 


areieeran aie 


Why don’t y faxon > (This iss littered with 
the Terai correttions 
I’ve seen while browsing the campus ;,Yelsion of Middle English! Better 


posters lately. You dinglebesri 
made my life so mmich\more 
interesting, by not only being 
pointless and annoying to begin with, 
but also by being hypocritical on top 
of all that.) 

I would have gone around 
correcting these glaring errorson each 
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“better stop” isn’t a 
sentence. I’m sure everyone failed to 
understand my meaning and instantly 
threw down my article in disgust with 
my ignorance of “Standard English.”) 

This brings me to a restating 
of my real first point: “English is 
determined by its speakers, not stuffy, 


didn’t you? 


close-minded feret-fuckers like you!” 
You claim you “embrace all genuine 
dialects.” Since you nipple-pancake- 
for-brains seem to be the judge of a 
“genuine dialect,” that’s like saying 
you accept the dialects that you 
accept. Does the word “duh” mean 
anything to you? 

My definition of a “genuine 
dialect” is one that someone speaks, 
possible one that two people speak, if 
I’mhaving a bad day. If you need the 
“authority” of some dude writing it 
into a book (which I don’t exactly see 
how is different from some dude 
saying it), then I'll write a book 
saying, “it’s okay to say ‘there’ instead 
of ‘they’re.’ (especially being as they 
are pronounced exactly the same),” 
then will itbe okay, you bunch of butt- 
licking snobs? 

Your nose is higher than the 
7 most stoned: hippie on campus! And 


ou *fe as confused as one too! In one 


/ paragraph you’re citing newspapers 
and books as a good place to look for 
standard English, and in the next 
\ you’ saying that the “media do not 


represent real glish, ” and poking 
Pres 


fun at} Faulkner’s ‘grammatical con- 
. Speaking, 6f which, you 


=iareppen about the Easter bunny, er, I 


eah, Standard English for pages and 
pages. You’ve even wasted Internet 
idth with you poorly written 

based drivel concerning Stan- 
English, yet, the only two 
citations of where one would go about 
discovering what Standard English is 
all about (it’s all the rage!) are: a) 
Fowler’s Modem English Usage, 
Third Edition, and b) you (Orion 
Montoya). As for the first one, gee, 
wouldn’t the third edition be simply a 
bastardization of the first and second 
editions? And that upcoming and 
long-awaited Fourth Edition, oh boy, 


better throw that one out as soon as it 
hits the shelves, because any changes 
it contains over previous editions are 
bastardizations of the Standard 
English of right this very moment! 
God forbid anything ever change in 
this living language we call English. 
And as for your second source, that 
brings me to the real meat of the 
matter. 

You. 

You _ fart-instead-of-a-hu- 
man-being. You think you are the end 
all of perfect grammaticality, and 
therefore you don’t want anyone to 


speak this imaginary “Standard 
English” of which you preach, but 
rather, you want everyone to speak 
exactly like you. You want every 
single word ever spoken toconformto 
your own personal standards. I am 
glad you’re on your endless quest to 
kill English with your stuffy static 
views of proper usage. I’m glad you 
can’t see the big picture and that you 
waste gallons of red ink annually to 
correct people’s grammar (even 
though all the rules for a person’s 
native language are pretty much set by 
the age of six, ten at the latest). 


But most of all I’m glad you've 
decided to stop ripping down posters, 
because that’s where you cult of 
egotistical maniacs cross the line from 
annoying to wrong. 

Good luck changing the 
ever-changing language English. 
Meanwhile I’ll be studying it, and I’m 
sure the force you and your nine butt- 
buddies exert will strongly influence 
us all to speak instead the imaginary 
language of “Standard English” with 
pride and glee. 

Oh yeah: and I think/@\ 
your mom is dumb. 


A memo to women-at-lLarge 


0: Hampshire women 
From: Bert C. 
4/15/98 


Dear women of Hampshire College, 


Ihave frequently been criticized for my offensive 


down and prepare yo 
extraordinary human ca’ 


Alas, my 


misbegotten 


reputation is far flung. Perhaps this 


explains the hole in my sex life. So, 


articles, with particular regard to my controversial 
portrayal of women. | wish to clarify and respond. My 
humor is not fueled by misogyny, nor do I subscribe to the 
all-too-prevalent view that the nymphery of 
Hampshire College is entirely 
lacking in beautiful specimens, 
worthy of my respect and 
admiration. In fact, | would have thought that my 
condemnations of Bill Clinton, including my suggestion 
that he be castrated, would have won me instant approval 
from women (I also would have thought Mr. Clinton 
would have revised his predatory behavior after 1992's 
Gennifer Flowers sex scandal, which caused him to go on 
60 minutes with his cynical wife and tell fantastic lies 
through clenched teeth). 

Yet a few days ago, I was discouraged by the 
disappearance of numerous posters which I had plastered 
around the library, advertising a free interview cassette. 
Although | could not help but be impressed by the 
swiftness with which these offensive posters were 
removed, Tremain disheartened that many of you fucking 
sheep are di st tactics (One can imagine a 
group of fanatical feminists hovering around a bonfire and 
buming my posters). Grow up, kids. If necessary, | am 
willing to lurk outside the library with a | bat and a 
12 pack of beer, guarding my posters vigilantly. Tear one 


after intense delibera- 
tion, the Omen has 
decided to announce an 
exciting new contest: 
One lucky female will 
win a date with 
Hampshire’s most ineli- 
gible bachelor, Bert J. 
Cattivera. Expenses will 
be paid by the Omen. If 
you feel you are quali- 
fied for the position of 
Bert’s date, submit a 
written description of 
your vibrant personality, 
preferably accompanied 
by a photo. Writing will 


be graded for grammar, as well as form and content. Photos 

will be judged according to appearance and photographic 

composition. Please submit entries to Box 317, c/o Mr. 

Driscoll Enterprises, a non-profit propaganda organiza- 
tion. Hard-core feminists need not apply. 

With Love and Squalor, 

Bert J. Cattivera 


Junior Vice President, 
Mr. Driscoll Enicrprises( ) 
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didn’t 
horoscope. 


q 


fore that | was 


is bad deed 


A reply: Cancer, 
ear Ms. Dobo, 
Two weeks ago, while Mark and I were feeding 
the final draft of that issue’s horoscopes into the 
Omen computer, I had a horrible feeling that something like 
this would happen. 

First of all, let me assure you the regrettable absence 
of the Cancer horoscope last issue was not, (I repeat) not due 
to drunken stupor at 2 AM the night before the Omen gets 
printed. Nothing so_ serious’ and 
potentially life-saving as the 
horoscopes ever gets done without at 
least week’s worth of sober 
contemp1]at ion. Before getting to the specifics of why 
Cancer had no horoscope, please bear with me as I explain 
how the horoscopes are produced. 

First, both Mark Hugo and myself undertake a day 
of ritualistic fasting. (This is not, of course, just to make 
alcohol consumption more effective, there are very good 
astrological reasons for doing so, which I can not possibly 

explain.) At midnight on this day of fasting, Mark and go up 
the Merrill roof and meditate on the stars. We send our mental 


Page 12 volume 10 number 12 


Mr becish tie bic =_ something bads It shows me that, yes, J 
havebeehtelling me to look at my life. stereotypeyjustas I thought. That’s why 


a EG moe ie 4 
Fe i sarin Lar deere 2H Lf 
- Holocaustil They knew that. [a What I’m turning,into!..A hippie! That 


to. Hampshire and was told ton, S*° : nets 

' i ook called The Sunflower, | O&iNe,lf horosbope.. was, really’ aimed 
yt eyen an extra g t I ; : 

“hb didn’t. They rai becoming,one of many, I nf becoming 


“would pick up a copy of the Omen "Dalé and Mark Hug®, for knowing that 


a een ei Nc reedigecneicn ai oe 
been previ very [content With my : fgy and lorpsPOPS- Iwasburrowing myself intoa deep pit of 
BOD coy Een | telling meshow; much my life suck hippyness and not fully tealizing my 
as Tightyonethe.. 2° Pissed when I didn’tsee one, wnt)" Sreat Jewish heritage. You’ve changed 
a: onthe added that | fo, the, Onten (See, they just did it my fife. Thopethatall offer Cancers got 
x Ftlwas still) ecause they knew I'd waite this and “ 4¢° much" out of the » non-existent 
d me that I)” pa ona tact res ae ae horoscope asi did. Pll come back next 
On ee ee semester, avery Jewish, stuck up, rich, 
Hi ha was no horoscope for Cancers for a. preppy_, meat eating snob who hates 
© reason. I don’t deserve one: It’s even Phish, dreds. 7 \ 

better than. havi that Pee 

for Cancer in last week’s issue, I se, >" having a horoscope that and especially DIRTY HIPPIES! \@ 


ahd tells me’ I’m worthless or that I did 


a 


becoming the*Hampshire College 


seemingly. stupid mistake ‘of there not 


rightat me, tryingto tellme that ’h just 


a thes'Hampshire nom, I’m not even 
They knew that! Sorth.a hOroscope. Thank you, Travis 


secrets revealed 


projections up into the Astral plane, where we seek answers by 
following the threads of fate. The next day, after the ritualistic 
imbibing of the ceremonial aspirin (for the um, astrological 
hangover, probing stars is exhausting work) we consult the 
secret astrological star charts. These charts give us a 
mathematical method of analyzing the profound visions of the 
night before. However, the results are much too complicated 
to be understood by you lay-people in their raw form. That’s 
why we spend another full day in the library, looking for the 
Most suitable literary material with which to interpret our 
findings. Finally, to gain the purest reading possible, Mark 
decreases the amount of interference in his brain by getting 
sloshed. Mark is usually substance-free (hate-edge, in fact), 
but he goes all out just so the public can get their futures 
Predicted. He then sums up all of the information we have 
gathered to date, and babbles it out to me so that I can write it 
down, in interpreted form. 

___ Now, the reason why Cancer had no horoscope in the 
last issue: Well, perhaps you remember way back in the first 
horoscopes we did. We said it is certain that Cancer had 
cancer. Thisis what we in the profession like to call a mistruth, 
Which is to say it is really false. The cancer I spoke of was 


something I picked up on so long ago, 
that was too faint to really diagnose 
properly. As the weeks progressed, the 
psychic impressions I got from doing a 
reading of Cancer’s future grew more 
and more distressing. Each time | 
concentrated my psychic energies on 
Cancer’s situation, my body physically 
rebelled and I was often sick and bed- 
ridden for days afterward. Finally, last 
issue, I could take it no longer, even the 
mere idea of telling Cancers that I just 
couldn’t do a horoscope for them was 


by Jacob Chabot 


ey, Hey! It’s time to announce 
the winnah of the “Get 
ulted by Surly Boy Interna- 


tional Contest Extrordinaire!” I had to 
sort through literally thousands of entries 
before I could choose ONE that was the 
best. But before we get to the lucky 
bastard, here are the runners-up. 
Dear Mr. Chabot 

We here at the Make a Wish 
Foundation would like your assistance. 
Little Jimmie Caccaumond is six years 
old. Unfortunately he only has six 
months to live. He is dying from a 
terminal brain tumor. Jimmie is a big 
fan of your strip “The Amazing 
Adventures of Surly Boy.” When he 
heard of your contest to appear in the 
strip, he was delighted. Please, Mr. 
Chabot, make a dying child’s wish 
come true and have him appear in the 
comic strip. 
TacobR.Chabo,SOSO—~S~S 

I think I should get told off by 


ASS. ASS. HELL. 


WE YuP. 
EVERYTHING'S \ 
BACK TO 


SHOULD TEST 


THE AMAZING ADVENTURES OF SURLY BOY AND THE WINNAHI 


too much for me to handle. I left the 
horoscope out, in hopes that due to the 
nature of Cancer’s particular situa- 
tion, no one would complain. 

The truth is, what was 
bothering me from the beginning of 
this wacky parade, and what prompted 
me to hold back on my horoscope for 
Cancer, was the fact that Cancers do 
indeed have a type of cancer, the 
dreaded “hippie cancer.” This foul 
disease is spreading across Hamp- 
shire College faster than the first-years 


Surly Boy because apparantly no- 
body likes me very much. You 
students are always in some uproar 
about some new policy orsomething. 
I think you should have me standing 
there and Surly Boy comes up and 
says, “Hey, Greg, go to hell,” and I’d 
say, “Hey buddy, why do not you 
make me,” and then he says “You are 
already made and what a mess,” and 
then I’d say “You are expelled,” and 
then Surly Boy slumps off, and in the 
last panel it could show me as the 
devil with homs and a tail and a 
pitchfork and fire and brimstone and 
all that. That would be cool. You are 
always picking on me anyways. 
Peace out, Greg Prince 
PS. Did you get that hint about being 
expelled. Evil, evil, evil. 
— And now, presenting“ the’ 
grand prize winner, the one lucky 
schmuck who walks away with 
everlasting fame, Mr. Phil “Herve” 
Diablo from New Mexico! 


HEY YOU, 
POINDEXTER! 


‘YEAH. YO MAMA 
alas, aps ‘YOU FUNNY. 


can transfer or drop out. Cancers have 
been particularly susceptible to this 
disease and I just can’t bear writing a 
horoscope for a sign that has such a 
substantial percentage of hippies. 
Astrid, your much appreciated initia- 
tive in changing your hippie ways has 
signaled that there is indeed hope for the 
rest of the Cancer club, and I hope that 
in the future I will be able to deal with 
writing for you all. Until then, the 
rest of youcan gotohell, bastards! Y 
Travis Dale, 4 


Who’s the biggest bastard? 


To whom it may concem: 
Inarecent issue of The Omen, 
I leamed of your plans to revert the 
delightful character, Nicey-nice Boy, 
back to his old nasty self. I would just 
like to express my deep concerns about 
this. First of all, “The Amazing 
Adventures of Nicey-nice Boy” was a 
strip that I am not afraid to let my two 
children, one three and one five, enjoy. 
Nicey-nice Boy is an excellent role 
model for children because he is kind 
and courteous to his friends, often 
going out of his way to make them 
happy (cleaning the house and 
cooking dinner for his friend the 
duck). Also, I feel that it further 
enforces the misconception that 
people cannot change for the better, 
that a leopard can’t change his spots so 
to speak. 1 firmly believe in 
reformation. Think about it, does the 
world really need another surly, 
pessimistic, unkind person? Igy 
think not. WW 
by Jacob Chabot 


WHY, 1 AM SHOCKED 
D.t 
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I’LL horoscope you! 


by Travis Dale and Mark Hugo Well Leo, normally | would agree shipment of Super Soakers with his 
is is the fifth edition of the with Nietzsche, but in your case, the _ brain goo. 
Omen horoscopes, and boy reason I don’t like you is because Travis: Truthfully, Libra, I don’t 
are we sick of doing them. Not you're basically a pompous asshole. know why I work with this sick 
only that, it’stheend ofthe semesterand You're a hippie too. That means you pervert. 
that spells bittemess with a capital B. Sel), 
Don’t take it too personally, just Scorpio (October 23- 
Personally enough to get your goal. yirog (August 23-Septem- November 21) 
Se her aay “One must shed the bad taste of wanting 
mean, old Mr. Nietzsche s_ book, “The tation in sexual toagree with many. ‘Good’ is no longer 
Ege Gamtontive love and the sense of shame in this good when one’s neighbor mouths it. 
expectation ils all perspective And how should there be a ‘common 
Taurus (April 20-May 20) omen sh ” pg 85 # good!’ The term contradicts itself: 
“Objections, digressions, gay mistrust Tyg i< not so for you, Virgo. You’re Whatever can be common always has 
pega in irl Ff goingtogethard banging oveFPmight litle value"-pg 53 
i: everything uncond O78 This week, it might nonbe ver. As you can see, Scorpio, Nietzsche 
npatokey” 7550 sex, buiglwill be had AM dog’ fryto was not a hippie. The phrase “it’s all 
Alsight bars Pangan te you x Ss out of i y Sy saving “Fhave to good,” left a bad taste in his mouth. I 
nic pn tlm ary 0 eg ER oft y Ot gay.” don’t remeber exactly what my point 
BONS oT Ny . was going to be. I think I was going to 


ay mee sa uk se Be ‘with a ib eae . 23- say something about you being a 
for oF cage doit “ + 22) | bastard and going to hell and whatnot. 
8 neg is best punished, for one’s : i 


..- Whatever. .. I’m sure you can fill in 


88 the rest. 

Gemini (May 21-J 20} = mA 

“Supposing truth is a ne alae pny 25 idgemept. Mark 

then? Are there not/grounds for\ _ ‘0 You about-a™ Sagittarius (November 

suspicion that all phil; herstnsofar “ he had, to punish you for you~ ~agne -December 21) 

as they were dogmarists, hayt bee vim ‘Diage in happiness ‘Now every- 

, Mark Hugo speaking: I don’tgpally thing a to my best, now I love 
i rain ar givep fuck about your destiny, Libra>  €very 1y--who feels like being my 

or ae ‘and > This dream 4 fad tbieplgce n'a tof> destiny?? -pg 84 


factory was a toy smuggler getting Sadly, nobody feels like being your 
chased by It FBL Treeded io find destiny; Sagittarius. In fact, it’s pretty 


Cancer (Jun ; -July 22) safe plaice to get it on witlfaskiftyho much the consensus among all of us 
In order to make up far not having a pgeetng lot like Yuffie from Final here that youshouldbe run right out of 
— Well, I was riding | ber town. You and that stupid dog of 
thought upan eX spa hat ifyouknow What 1 “yours. 
for you this tigig. Wejre not going iti ycheard the click ; 
tell it to you though: Hesbee. Fou re ofa 9 mm next to my left shoulder. Of Capricorn (December 22- 
going to be really d wpen.< -_ << Ikept going and hoped forthe January 19) 
Whoops, we almost let sorafthing slip t. Instead, my shoulder wasshotto “7hereisan innocence in lying which is 
there. We're such bastards. threads. I tumed around with the 9 “esignofgood faith ina cause.” -pg 93 
mm that I was hiding between Capricom, this upcoming week will 
Leo (July 23-August 22) Yullie’s breasts, holding it to the be really inspiring for you. Everyone 
“] don't like him.’ Why?~ ‘lam not forehead of the agent behind me. Will be won over by your charming 
equal to him.'-- Has any human being “Can't you see I’m fucking busy?” |_ Personality and life will take you 
ever answered that way?” -pg 94 screamed before splattering the new Places, fantastic places. OK, I’m 
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horoscope for you last isqe Wy 


lying. You’re really just going to end 
up eating out of the garbage later this 
month. And that cushy job you’re in, 
forget about that, swect-thing. Oh, and 
another thing, your significant other is 
going to need a helluva lot of Gold 
Bond Medicated powder in some- 
place special. Have fun you miserable 
fuck-up. And don’t blame me, I’ve 
got good faith in my cause. 


Aquarius (January 20- 
February 18) 

“Discovering that one is loved in return 
really ought to disenchant the lover with 
the beloved. ‘What? This person is 
modest enough to love even you? Or 
stupid enough? Or--or--’” -pg 84 

The secret to — this disen- 


by Jacob Chabot 


At Gags--> 


ant. Tardy. Late. After the fact. These are the 

types of words that describe Ben Tomczak. Don’t 
count on this man to save your life because he’ll 

how up hours later with a big grin and a smarmy 
‘Howyadoin.” Desperately wanting to win the “Get Your 
Life Mocked by Surly Boy Contest of Champions,” he 
ed in his entry three days too late. Too late! Too late! 
1’ tardy Ben just missed his chance 
t everlasting fame and fortune, oh, 
nd let’s not forget about a chic heroin habit and a 
upermodel on each arm. Instead, he’ll most likely get a 
lead end job somewhere, working for someone who is 
ore punctual. He’ lI marry out of desperation and instead 
f taking it out on his miserable, stay-at-home wife, hell ence. 


chantment, is to alienate those people 
Closest to you. This shouldn’t be that 
hard for you, Aquarius, given the fact 
that you are a tremendously irritating 
bastard. Just be extra sure to talk out of 
your ass in the next week, not like you 
need any incentive to do that. 


Pisces (February 19- 
March 20) 

“If we train our conscience, it kisses us 
while it hurts us.” -pg 83 

If you don’t train your conscience, 
Pisces, it will make a mess all over 
your nicest rug. And there will be no 
cosmic Pine Sol for your soul. 


Aries (March 21-April 19) 
“Since the French Revolution, woman’s 


Don’t be late, or else 


ints cuecwintiact By the time he’s thirty-five, he”Il 
be carrying an extra 65 pounds or so in the form of a gut, 
and be fired from his ass job due to his unreliability. This 
won’t help his alcoholism any and his wife will leave him 
for a better, timely gentleman. Depression sets in at this 
point. Hey, better late than never, right Ben? Without a 
job, Ben will be unable to pay his rent and his apartment 
will be taken away. He’Il then spend a week or so eating 
out of dumpsters and being chased out of doorways by 
policemen. Realizing that he has nothing left to live for, 
Ben will end his life at the end of a hangman’s rope. Nota 
bright future, eh? Everybody, please take a lesson from 
Ben Tomczak’s tragic end, don’t be late. Thank you p, 
ladies and gentlemen, you’ve been a wonderful audi- \f 


Quit a —T 


influence in Europe has decreased 
proportionately as her right and claims 
have increased; and the ‘emancipation 
of woman,’ insofar as that it is 
demanded and promoted by women 
themselves (and not merely by shallow 
males) is thus seen to be an odd 
symptom of the increasing weakening 
and dulling of the most feminine 
instincts. -pg 168 

Mark speaks: It was much too easy to 
come up with something chauvanistic 
for this one, so I’m going to have to 
hand it over to Travis. 

Travis says: Uhh... it’s a really crappy 
quote Mark, why the hell did we pick 
it? Oh well, our readers are S.O.B.s 
anyway. They can just deal with 7@¥ 
It. 
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ee Something 
~ MACHISMS cS 


corner “© 27" anal OgOUuS 


Poe : night birds :: Don King : 


& 


Mathew Lauritsen 

Tanthropy is to pragmatist as terror is to Edgar Allen 
boxing : sports :: alcohol + drugs : failures :: eggs + brains : a skull : United 
States of America : North America : land mass :: higher education : black hole : 
avity 2: beats obi eles divinity + Big Brother beauty socialism :: the Prince : 
Machiavelli : the way to do things :: capitalism? vulgarity every day ion ie Baoan sexual ambiva- 
lence :: chastity : a good liar : common sense :: rugby ; Ordered violence : aie future of polf :: illegal aliens : taxes 
: the duty of the citizen :: cheating : the duty of the individual ; self-preservation :: human science : exploding the sun 
: the logical extension of sexual reproduction :: one thousand. pounds of pressure : a one hundred pound tank : 
welding :: airstrikes land war : istinct :: brothers : blood feudes : the meaning of life :: fruit baskets : good tiding 
2 a good liar :: the presidency : foreign policy : conspiracy :: yer : the tundra : life :: night clubs : night life : 
ephemerality :: orgasm : quotidian habits : constructions of self :: real syrup : Bisquick : retarded consumer base :: 
aggression : ignorance : a really good time :: stuporous interaction : self-respect : a good liar :: rope-a-dope : Alli : 
Foreman :: Reagan? economics : feed bag :: the Blue Collar : Kesermnigisen : the weak willed :: pneumonia : the 
night swimmer : surreal logic :: David Byme : large automobiles : full seats s: frigidity : bucket seats : the next 
generation :: chuck Berry : folk music : non-violence :: Joan Baez : worthless idealism : young Americans :: self- 
destruction based upon nihilism : Ryssian Jiterature : the hipster :: mother : Kerouste Moriarty :: the Muse : incest 

: narcissism ::refraction : the blue sky : blue water :: a Arby’s : roast beef : corpse :: research paper : writing : a 
good liar :: synergy : propagation of false aesthetics : courtesy :: kitsch : misanthropy . . ¢ 


THE AMAZING ADVENTURES OF SURLY BOY by Jacob Chabot 


YOU KNOW YOU'RE GETTING SURLY WHEN 
YOU FART IN A CROWD OF PEOPLE AND INSTEAD 
OF THINKING... 


‘YOU THINK... 


SERVES THE BASTARDS 


GOSH, | HOPE ed 
@) 


NOBODY NOTICES. 
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The end of the world EiTaWtantaiiants 
could’ve been sooner 


by Wade Stuckwisch 
find it highly amusing that Pri- 

[= Screening mentioned my ar- 

ticle in their advertisements for 
their Ice Storm/Until The End Of The 
World screening. Jeezus, I feel so es- 
tablishment. So here’s the deal. On 
April 18th, Private Screening pre- 
sented a quite public screening of the 
film Until The End Of The World. The 
posters mentioned something about 
drugs, but unfortunately I saw the film 
completely sober. That was the big 
mistake of the evening. Perhaps if I 
had split two thirds a bottle of Popov 
vodka with Matt Hamer before the 
film, instead of after, I would have ap- 
preciated the film more. Or. pex~ 
haps I just would have — 
been really drunk: Lfin 
the latter to be far more likely. Héw- = 
ever, I have begun the recovery pro- 


this film would probably rank 
among the top two or three worst 
movies I’ve ever seen. It’s right 
up there, right along with Christ- 
mas Evil. (If you have seen this 
movie, please write to me at 
wes96@hamp. I saw it when I 
was in like the fifth grade, I would 
be interested to hear from anyone 
else who has seen this film.) Let’s 
explain the plot, shall we? It starts 
out as a story about this chick 
looking for this guy. Then the 
chick starts looking for some 
other guy, then some guy starts 
looking for some other guy, then 
some other guy starts looking for 
that guy, themsome other guy 
Starts loeKing ts forsome guy who is 
pie ibl on the guys I have 
“soe lion previously. Did I 
ffed\ all these guys are 
aring fedoras like some guy 


cess via alcohol now, ang(Stnce this out of The Maltese Falcon? 
issue has extra space, Iwill Babe Picking Eiropeans. Then some 


listen to the new Hum alba (kick ass, 7 


buy it) and write a seathingly inbbri- 
ated review of this, os 

Have you eyér seen the film 
Cemetary Man’) have.The o1 
Ihave ever heard ant body sa: 
the film (Cemetary) Man) is 
makes no sense. Tray it, openplesi 
sober, and it madi fect Se 
film Until meer Of The as 
doesn’t make nearly asmuchschse.as 
Cemetary Man. Axtg-1 UNDE 
STOOD Cemetary Mak Ifyou don’t 
realize the significance of this state- 
ment, you have obviously never seen 
the film Cemetary Man while sober. 
Rent it. You’ll understand. 

So back to Until The End 
Of The World. If 1 hadn’t seen 
Mortal Combat: Annihilation, 


nucl hing blows up, then 
everybody’s watch stops)then all 
these fedora- ps other- 
fuckers start] ing jwith a 
butch Sead ata abctiinies, 
then-some-H shit happens, 
then some Space,shit happens and 
en the movie ends’ At this point 
“over two and a 
hal 1s-of-yOur sorry existence 
watching this piece of shit movie. 
And you wonder why I consumed 
approximately half a bottle of 
Popov after watching this movie. 

The narrative of this movie 
(that’s the film fuck word for plot) 
wanders around drunk fora while, gets 
confused, heads off in some other di- 
rection for a while, falls apart in self- 
reference like some rotting zombie 


Movies 
thing, then squirms around for awhile 
before the movie ends and the urge to 
kill slowly fades. Excuse me, but 
WHATTHE FUCKING GODDAM 


more sense. Cemetary Man made in- 
finitely more sense. Does this scare 
you yet? Go watch Cemetary Man and 
you will understand. 

So I’ve been trying to figure 
outwhat the fuck is the 
deal with this movie, 
and only a few things have sprung to 
mind. The first is that the film is some 
kind of comment of post-modemism. 
This idea comes to me because a) the 
film includes some fucked-up digital 
video, b) the film doesn’t make any 
sense, and c) nobody really knows 
what post-modernism is so you can’t 
really claim that anyithing that isn’t 
obviously modem or pre-modem is 
post-modem. My only other theory is 
Sony was desperate for a tax break. 

So anyways, this film fea- 
tures that guy fromJurrasic Park, that 
guy whol think was the gumshoe from 
Dark City, and some French chick who 
night or might not be the chick from 
Killing Zoe. Probably not. But she is 
blond and she does get naked. And 
that’s all that really matters. And in case 
you're interested, Cemetary Man has 
a totally cool 3-D website at <http:// 
www bradstanley.com/archives/cem- 
etery/>. If you have a shitty Packard 
Bell computer like me you might al- 
ready have the glasses. So anyway, 
don’t see Until The End Of The World 
if you know what’s good for you. I 
don’t know what those crazy chicks 
who mun Private Screening were think- 
ing when they scheduled this movie. 
Watch The Wall instead; it actu-7j@\ 
ally makes sense while sober. LW 
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ONTONS Coot-bung! 


by Ross Ford and Cas Lucas 
top! Break it down. When we 
S originally conceived and 
birthed the first installment 
of this piece of shit excuse for 


joumalism (what, didn’t you know?), 
we had noidea that we would be under 


safety, Derrick “Chuckles” ElmeS, 
Well, way to go guys, you care. ' 

The most colorful of the four’ 
formal responses which/we tceived! 
from employees of fucking\Saga 
came from Hampshire student, 
Alexandra Gouirand \ (Goi-rav: 
She was moved so7deeply, by our 
“articles” that she-published a gne 
page personal attack onher, tidieu- 
lously off-based perception: of our 
cartoon Hampshire images. ( “You 
know, he’s that one guy with the hat.”) 
Aside from the fact that she must be a 
very slow reader for her amazing 
intellect, or simply from another 
country, she holds a different 
definition of investigative reporting 
than we hold. Our piece was likely the 
most out there of the class, but 
hell, we read Hunter S. 
Thompson, and“Salvador’ (some 
experimental stuff), defined by our 
class as “journalism of outrage.” 

Her definition described 
what is essentially the standard format 
for a piece of investigative hard news 
journalism. She thought we should 
have simply conducted extensive 
interviews and concentrated on the 
opinions of “as many people as 
possible . . .except for yours ,” taking 
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a completely objective stance. This 
wasnot the tone piece asit WAS NOT 
an attemptat traditional news writing. 

One of the very few 
arguments she had with the actual text 
of the piece was that we “never 
interviewed anyone from Saga or 
.” Well, we did. There 


eelings on the ity and meal 
plan. ; 
_—» Having> mi these few 


confusing “comm: i ” on our work, 
she felt justified to plunge into an 
ly off-based) sophomoric at- 
'apersonal attack on what she 
perceived as our lives. This coming 
from someone who neither of us had 
ever seen let alone spoken to before. 
(And yes, that was a sentence 
fragment.) One thing she might not 
have heard about us is that we don’t 
fuck around. 

She said that Hampshire 
admissions process should weed out 
people like us. The admissions 
process? Hello? This is freak central. 
Yeah, that’s right, take a look around. 
As far as plans, a lot of freaks have 
plans, like building flying machines 
with a negative ion propulsion drive. 
My plans in fact don’t involve eating 
pizza, as the Goiu (the goi) suggested 
Particularly the sopping wet pizza 
Saga sets under a heat lamp for most 
of the afternoon. Furthermore, didn’t 
you realize that celebrating your 
maturity and intellect only makes you 
sound like a self-righteous tool with 
way too much time on your hands? 


Your arguments come from someone 
who leamed English in school, but 
whatever, we love you too, you little 
shit. 

Another interesting response 
came in the form of a sliced and diced 
photocopy of our article, covered in 
comments in red marker. A later, 
more official sounding, version from 
the same author ran in a subsequent 
edition of the Omen. Until she took 
issue with our writing we knew 
her only (as_ we all 
do) as the girl who 
runs to get from place 
to place. (Seealso: The running 


EMT). 

For instance, in response to 
our claim that students eat bagels and 
it costs Marriot less money than the 
entrees, she wrote, “Because they 
don’t eliminate waste in this way!” 
What? This comment conjures up a 
vision of certain Saga employees 
eliminating waste in this way’ into a 
large vat of taco meat, especially 
certain saga employees, you know, 
the one’s you hope won’t talk to you. 
Eliminated waste. We might add her 
response was nearly identical to a 
letter that we received from one M. 
Coombs, a Saga cook, addressed to 
David Kerr, who never received the 
letter. This situation puzzles us in two 
ways, first, the mechanics of the 
interaction (what?), trust us, they’re 
fucking identical. Just look at the 
Tunner’s letter then come to us and 
we'll show you Coomsey’s. It’s just 
weird. As if her comments weren’t 
enough, after discussing her response, 
an anonymous Saga employee said, 
“Kim is insane.” We have no better 
theory. 

What really brought the 


whole issue home was our ‘confer- 
ence’ with the man, Doug E Doug 
Martin. He had approached one of us 
at breakfast, requesting “words,” but, 
due to time constraints, the ex- 
change was delayed until later in 
the afternoon, when both of the 
team could attend. Doug, with the 
aid of Marcie [Hersch] via walkie 
talkie, defended Marriott’s opera- 
tion and food quality. This wasn’t 
that big of a deal, except that we 
taped the conversation without 
consent. Someone cried and told 
Dr. Bob, who scheduled a meeting 
with us, and Derrick Elmes of the 
boys in blue. We were 
disappointed when all they had to say 
was destroy the tape, and be generally 
more respectful or some shit. Our 
conversation eventually shifted to 
Saga’s nutritional content, and the 
meeting came to an abrupt end when 
the intrepid Derrick asked us if we ate 
vegetables. We asked if we could 
leave and did. 

One thing that we can 
conclude from the responses is 


that no one but a Saga employee , y 


would care enough to think twice / 
about what we wrote. The 
only important thing that the 
reader should take away 
from it is that the mandatory 


15 meal a week plan for dorm 
residents is a joke. Do the math 
yourself, figure out what you pay each 
week for food that tastes like it came 
out of the cooter of “Greg’s Mom.” 
Whatever, we’ve been over this 
already, suck out my bung, 

The letters did point out 
some important factual errors on our 
part. (This we never denied) They 
were generally amusing (though 
surely not in the way the authors 
intended) and had more than a few 
good things to say. But not you 
Gouirand, you have a stick way to far 
up your ass to see through your veil of 
self-glorification to anything resem- 
bling the truth. (Uh, that’s a 
figure of speech). () 

NS} 


Action! 


continued from page 5 


director, who told us we were 
violating the “peaceful and quiet 
enjoyment clause” in the 
managers’ contracts. Then the 
security guards kicked us out of 
the mall. 

In many ways, we foresaw 
this opposition; we knew that 
leafleting and congregating in the 
mall were not protected under 
Massachusetts state law, and we 
realized that freedom of speech 
and assembly would necessarily 
become part of our “cause.” Thus, 
our action at the mall on April 18th 
(involving guerrilla theater and 
confrontations with store 
managers) was a challenge both 
to the corporate use of sweatshop 
labor and to the mall’s policies. 
And there will be more actions to 


come. 

If this editorial’s propaganda- 
ish, patronizing tone has not entirely 
turned you off, then maybe you 
would like to join us in our 
campaign. In the Fall ’98 
semester, we will continue to 
pressure the Hampshire Mall, 
possibly carrying out a boycott, 
and we may expand our campaign 
to include an investigation of 
corporate backing of colleges and 
universities in the area (i.e., 
UMass). If you would like to be 


~-}involved—and we’d sure love you 


to!—you can make your presence 
known at Student Action 
meetings, which are currently on 
Tuesdays at 7:00 p.m. in the C-1 
lounge (though the meeting place 
may change next semester). 
And believe me, 

together we will change the 7@\ 
world! 
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Morose Bastard 


by Paul Boyer 
© begin, I have this to say: 

Mathew, I have received your 

challenge and I accept. For 
those of you who do not know to what 
1am referring, Mathew Lauritsen felt 
insulted by an article of mine in this 
very paper and has challenged me toa 
wrestling match. Since included in this 
challenge was his toady, David Killen, 
1 will have a tag-team partner of my 
own. Mat, you extended your chal- 
lenge to anyone who holds views simi- 
lar to mine on the softness of the 
Omen; a month previously Jacob 
Chabot, whom you also insulted in 
your last article, wrote an article of his 
own expressing such views. There- 
fore, we together shall face you and 
Dave. Be prepared. 

This said, I shall now use this 
column as a medium in which to re- 
fute the “8 theses” which Misters 
Lauritsen and Killen have nailed up 
to the proverbial church door in vol- 
ume 10, number 11, of the Omen. 

1) The loyal opposition insists that my 
article was “dangerously pro-Yurt.” I 
fail to see how such feelings for the 
Yurt could be considered dangerous, 
even if they were true. As it stands, 
I am not “pro-Yurt” nor 
am I anti-Yurt. I’m 
pretty Yurt-neutral in 
fact. Why should we insist on at- 
tacking a harmless building? Mr. 
Stuckwisch, in his article, compares 
the Yurt to the Kiva. When was the 
last time an anti-Kiva article appeared 
in the Omen or any Hampshire forum? 
I would guess never. The Yurt is a 
round building with no purpose much 
like many other buildings on campus, 
including the windmill and the 
multisports center. 

2) It would appear that my article was 
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not quite hateful enough for these 
gentlemen. Well my friends, I did not 
write it with the intention of it being 
placed under the ‘Section Hate” head- 
line; that was entirely the work of the 
Omen layout staff. In a way I would 
like to see “hate” in the Omen, but not 
illogical, mindless, misdirected hate. 
When “Section Hate” is used as a hap- 
hazard forum for making fun of Hip- 
pies and the Yurt and other obvious, 
inane targets, it loses all its meaning. I 
would gladly substitute undirected 
hate for calm, logical belittlement. 
There are real targets out there; people 
who take themselves way too seriously 
and must be made to suffer for it. 

3) Contrary to what was stated, my 
Div II has not “taken 5 years to de- 
velop.” It’s been “developing” for less 
than two. 


4) Launitsen’s and Killen’s defense.of 


from Alaska”) is difficult t6 under. ‘ 


stand. Why would they si 
defense of such lame matefjal‘unless 


ing Section Hate editor (I was unaware 
at that time that the position no longer 
existed). I waited for weeks but noth- 
ing ever appeared. By that point it was 
too late anyway. 
6) “Boyer isa morose bastard with an 
ugly face.” Touche! 
7) Conceming my “poor transitions” 
and lack of a thesis: this is an article 
for the Omen, not a Div III. 1 don’t 
needa thesis. The fact that you briefly 
(albeit inadequately) summarized my 
article is evidence to that fact that you 
probably understood what I was say- 
ing. Did you miss my note that the list 
had no legitimate purpose? The list, 
by the way, was meant to be separated 
from the rest of the article; the Omen 
staff apparently didn’t realize that. 
8) I stated, “1 like Surly Boy.” How 
this can be interpreted as “explicitly 
_ Stated fixation” is well beyond me. 


they can empathize With her si mn? fed such ‘2 esponse. Nemo 
I should note thigt i 2 this i lacessit. Well, I 
“mascot” iSanoffense, then mafty oth- made no ttacks on Mr. 
ers have committed it besides if ‘LauniSen.or Mr lait tents 
the questionnaire taken By the Omen that they are “god-awful,” I used that 
staff is to be relied upon. phrast to describe two of their articles. 
5) Never did I say ill” be- fis, two examples of their articles 


fore writing for the Omen again. I 
never even said anything close to that. 
The fact that I for the Omen the 
following issué and Yet killed ngome, 
should speak for i irs, perhaps ) 
you should che¢k your sources/more \ 
carefully in the fature. state- 
ment that Fshodld have written Som 
thing 4Hi6ut Upski myself, I say this: 1 
considered if, Dut as I didta(or 

the “Bomb the Suburbs” rang 
sidered myself under-qualified to do 
so. I fully expected someone would 
write something, particularly the act- 


not even dismiss “Shaken not 
T id “Mat’s Machismo Cor- 
1” en masse. Some actually weren’t 
ugh admittedly they did little 
theffselves in the last issue. 


ey wish to continue to write such 


ni 


this time to direct Ms. Howk to The 
Forward.) I did not expect such a re- 
sponse merely based on one off- 
handed remark in my column. And I 


certainly did not expect the response 
from Miles Crew, whoever he is. I 
feel I must respond to him as well. 
Mr. Crew, I’ve read most of 
the plays of Shakespeare, I’ve stud- 
ied Shakespeare, and I’ve acted 
Shakespeare. Mat and Dave, 
sir, are no William 


Shakespeare. You are obvi- 
ously a delusional man and I will say 
little else about your “article.” J will, 
however, mention that yourcomment 
about my “limited mental capacity” 
has been duly noted. Sir, 1 demand 
satisfaction. I will see you in 
Thunderdome. 

To conclude, I would like to 
take this time to address a mistake I 
made in this controversial article I 
wrote a few weeks ago. Looking over 
the last issue to the Omen I see that 
made a grave omission. Mr. Bert 
Cattivera should have appeared 
alongside Mr. Lauritsen and Mr. 
Killen. Four articles in one issue; not 
one of them was worth the time it took 
toread. I apologize for this oversight 
on my part. 


Section Hate Revisited 


by Paul Boyer 


few weeks ago I made some points about recent flaws in 
the Omen, particularly Section Hate. | must admit there have been 

provements recently (or at least few.blatant flaws), and with this, 

needless to say, I am pleased. Still, I would still like to see more partially 

intelligent criticism (though not blind rage) of really stupid student actions. 

Thus, as an example, I bmitting-an_article that yas never published, 

i wh tsed to be onthe Omen Staff: me. I hate 

& can ‘of worms, but what the 
fuck, I'll dq it anyway.» \ 

To help readers bettér understand the context of the content, I have 
annotated this article, written for Section Hate in October or November 1996. 
(Those of you who believe that 1am submitting this to getas much mileage out 
of anything I write as possible, | aSSiire you, you are correct, 

When I agreed ‘to take on the rolé. of Sectiof Hate Editor! for the 
Omen, I was assured that li Ould be expected.of me, as the Omen was on 
its last legs and would probably farely appear in the future. Yet no sooner is my 
first article printed then Jon Land is hitting me.up for another. Gnie-sa another 
issue can be printed so the Omen will receive oye money which he will in 
tum spend on smack. This leaves me in a bitof a jam, as I generally have little 
to say on the goings-on about Hampshire. I usually observe, make an off-hand 
remark like “my god people are stupid” and go back to my room and laugh at 
the Phoenix2. Now I must have strong opinions on things in order to live up to 
the spirit of Section Hate. Thus I searched for examples of student stupidity 
and/or annoying behavior to fill this space so I will in tum get some smack of 
Tey my own There was the HeMP rally “smoke-in” thing, but I couldn’t be both- 
I shall now prepare my- § ered to go, and walking by it convinced me that they made themselves appear 
self for a new onslaught. M4 much worse than I could ever hope to capture in a column}. | even went to the 
All Community meeting, but it was pretty dry (other than a few inane comments, which certainly couldn’t fill an article). 
Where were the student bomb threats? Where were the students getting tear-gassed 
for breaking and entering?5 Where was the Democracy Wall§? I begantodespair, 
but I was saved: signs began to appear for an event which was to be called the “Speak Out.” Now I had no idea what a 
“speak out” was about, but I knew that if 1 couldn’t get an Omen article out of this then I had no business writing for 
Section Hate. 

A few hours before the Event, I was asked by some Concemed Students if I would care to sign an invitation to 
Greg Prince encouraging him to attend and hear what students had to say. I courteously replied no, | did not care to sign 
an invitation. To be honest it all sounded rather silly to me. I really didn’t care either way if Greg made an appearance 
or not. Besides, I knew he wasn’t about to show up regardless. What I didn’t know was that students weren’t going to 
show up either. They only numbered about a dozen; most of them apparently were the organizers of the event. 

The speaking actually began about forty-five minutes late, and by that time it was very cold, and beginning to 
get dark. I was delighted that it took only two minutes before the word “clambake” was mentioned’. I was actually 
beginning to think that people had forgotten about that little contractual obligation in order to concentrate on matters of 
at least theoretical significance. But I was wrong; never again will I underestimate the inanity of the student body. — 

The majority of the speaking was about the Councilor Advocates and the Women 's Center®. Much was said, 
however I have one of the shortest of attention spans and quite frankly I found my mind wandering during much of the 
speaking. I didn’t find it terribly interesting anyway, and these weren't the most eloquent of speakers. I actually took a 
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continued from page 21 

few notes, but they were generally 
grossly inadequate. Entries such as 
“$10,000,” “crisis,” and “Marriott” 
appeared, and I suppose they must 
have meant something to me at the 
time. Perhaps the speakers made some 
valid points, but as usual everything 
was presented in an exaggerated, irate 
manner. Instead of saying “I don’t 
think the Women’s Center is being 
handled well” what would come 
across is something to the effect of ‘the 
administration hates the students and 
wants us dead.” Personally, they were 
not even able to convince me that the 
Women’s center is a necessity. 

The highlight of the event 
was a certain individual who took the 
microphone and ranted and raved 
against the decline of Hampshire Col- 
lege, which is interesting enough, but 
all of this person’s complaints centered 
around beer. No more beer at the 


houses, no more beer at the tavern, no * 


beer anywhere, really. Now I’m 
as in favor of beer as 
the next guy!°, but I 
hardly think this con- 
stitutes a crisis, though 
he assured us it did. He told us how 
much more liberal Hampshire used to 
be (which to me sounds almost fright- 
ening), but now (I quote:) “the fascists 
are taking over the school.” With a 
sound argument like that how can you 
not be convinced? Apparently any 
tum away from radicalism is, well, 
radical, and therefore intolerable. He 
also had various complaints about 
Marriott, but he didn’t quite get across 
what they were. Something about 
having to eat there, I guess, and maybe 
something about the food not being 
terribly good. 

Finally, one of the last issues 
addressed was the loss of Hampshire 
faculty over the past few years. Ten 
percent was cited as an approximation 
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of faculty members who have recently 
escaped the confines of Hampshire 
College, and I haven’t bothered to 
check up on those figures, though I 
wouldn’t be surprised if they were 
wrong. At least a few of those faculty 
members left because they were of- 
fered better jobs at better schools. Un-/ 
fortunate though this is, I don’t know 
what anyone expects to be done about 
it Maybe Greg should demand a rela- 
tive of every faculty member be given 
to him as a hostage. t6 prevent their 
departure. Or praybe he Should jug 
have lots of people shot. — aq 
What struck me, though, 
apart from a little subtle male-bash- 
ing, was that myself and oné or two 
other people were singled out as “you 
people an the side-lines,” which cre- 
ated ag environment that was not es- 
pecially friendly.-~To say we were 
picked on might be alight overstate- 
ment, but at that pout I wasdeeling 
somewhat legs than completely wel- 
come. | expectthis was'a result of the 
fact that we weyen’t-applauding and 
cheering as the rest of the group was. 
Not that I was disturbed by any of this; 
I would rather remain a separate en- 
tity anyway. 

On the bright side, the low 
tum-out at the Speak Out might indi- 
cate that all the bollocks about this is 
finally waning!!. Maybe we will soon 
be able to put this behind us, though 
I’m not about to get optimistic. By 
the time this article is actually printed 
(probably about three weeks after it’s 
written!2) there may be another event 
(perhaps “The Coup”) and everything 
will start over again. At least that 
would give me another article. In the 
meantime, those fliers are back and 
I’m starting to feel ill!3. 


1- “Section Hate Editor’ doesn’t exist 
anymore, too bad. I’m not volunteering, 


The flashback continues 


though. 

2- An old Hampshire “newspaper,” sort 
of a precursor to the Forward. 

3- A“Smoke-in,” for those of you who 
don’t know, is a semi-annual event put 
on by the Hampshire Marijuana Project, 
or He(?)MP, in which they announce a 


‘ao, 


big pot smoking fest to protest the illegal- 


s 


] ‘Szation of pot and to sound rebellious, then 


they tell people not to smoke pot at the 
rally, Sf 
4-"The pr}owods yeaa student was sus- 
pend for being a stupid fuck and phoning 
_inabomb threat to Prescott House. People 
rallied to his aid claiming he was a “vic- 
tim.” 
5- Some other guys who needed a cause 
apparently were tear-gassed when they 
broke into a building to make it into a 
homeless shelter or something, as if that’s 
how such things work. 
6-Ah, the Democracy Wall. Along story, 
but it involves students vandalizing the 
library pretending it’s free speech, then 
almost getting sprayed with a house 
and crying “Kent State!” afterwards. 
Cretins. 
7- At this point I should relate the back- 
ground to the “Speak Out.” A month 
or two before this some people at Hamp- 
shire were laid off and a shitload of fuss 
was made about it by a group of con- 
cerned students. They had a “press 
conference” (with no press) which was 
scheduled for the same time as one of 
Marriott’s All Community Dinners, which 
happened to be a clambake. These ge- 
Niuses assumed that it was a plot by the 
administration to draw attention away 
from their event. 
8- At least one of these groups was af- 
fected by the lay-offs, 
9- | still remain unconvinced. 
10- Probably more so. 
11- “This” being the fuss made about 
the lay-offs. They just wouldn’t shut up 
about it. 
12- HA! 
13- “Those fliers” refer to inane fliers put 
up everywhere by these concemed 
Students. Many of them still ad- {) 
dressed the clambake. Ww 


Way to spoil the [TSaiyerserens 
end, Aemily 


by Aemily dara Reshen 


ue to the fact that I have 
four huge papers to write, I 
went to the movies and saw 


“The Object Of My Affection.” 
Wow. Another twentysomething 
film. How impressive. Its your 
average story of woman meets gay 
man, falls in love, and then has to go 
through the process of realizing that 
he is GAY!!! Jennifer Aniston (of 
“Friends”) plays Nina, a Brooklyn 


social worker who 
counsels teens at a 
local community cen- 
ter. One night at one 


of her step-sister’s chic 
parties, Nina meets George 

(played by Paul Rudd who 

was Alicia Silverstone’s love 

object in “Clueless”), a handsome, 
brilliant first grade teacher - oh, yeah 
and he is GAY (not that this point can 
make it through Nina’s thick skull.) 
At the posh party Nina mentions to 
George that she heard he might be 
looking for a new apartment. 
Unfortunately this is news to George, 
who had thought he was in a 


Committed relationship with Dr. Joley 
(Tim Daly of “Wings”), 

The party ends, Nina goes 
home to her Brooklyn apartment, and 
George and Dr. Joley break up. For 
some reason that I can’t quite 
understand, George ends up at Nina’s 
apartment, looking for a place to stay. 
Granted Nina was looking for a 
Toommiate, but are we supposed to 
believe that George doesn’t know 
anyone else in New 
York City? Why 
move in with a 
complete stranger? 
Just because your 
lover dumps your 
ass? Now we enter 
the oh-so-charming 
world ofstraight girl 
fallsin love with gay 
guy. They do 
everything a hap- 
pily married couple does - ballroom 
dancing, long talks, late night ice 
cream binges and old movies, 
playful bed wrestling, 
sex....oh, wait...that 
never happens, thank 
god, although it does appear to 
come pretty close in one hot and 
heavy almost-blow-job scene...even 
though he is GAY. 

So...blah blah blah, one day 
Nina finds out that she is pregnant and 
her first instinct is to go to George, her 
GAY roommate, instead of the father, 
her outspoken lawyer boyfriend 
Vince (John Pankow, who plays 
Cousin Ira on “Mad About You”) 
whois about as endearing asa load of 
poop floating in the toilet bow!. Nina 
decides she wants George to help her 
raise her baby, instead of poopster 


Vince. Nina keeps telling everyone, 
“The old rules don’t apply anymore.” 
Evidently only the stupid rules apply, 
since Nina still does not understand 
that her roommate George is GAY 
and is not going to one day realize that 
she is what he was missing in all his 
past relationships. Denial ain’t just a 
Tiver in Egypt anymore. 

The ending of the movie is a 
little too neatly tied up, but I guess that 
tuming it into a murder-suicide would 
not have been in good taste. Nina 
finally realizes that George is gay and 
that she is not a gay man. George 
settles in with his new boyfriend, 
some dumb actor, and Nina has her 
child with Vince as the father. 

In an instant flash about 
seven years later, we see George 
putting on a first grade show 
production starring, of course, Nina’s 
daughter, Molly. The cheese factor 
gets hiked upatrazillion points for this 
scene that consists of little children 
singing and dancing to “You Gotta 
Be” by ‘Desree. The final question 
that I was left with was not Can a man 
and a woman live together, have a 
fulfilling and close relationship, 
without the addition of sex, but instead 
Who thinks of all the stupid names 
that movies have these days? ** 1/2 
**** Tike discovering that Saga is 
closed due to poo contamination, and 
you are able to get off of the meal plan 
*** Like finding out that drum circles 
have been banned and showering and 
flushing poo is going to be enforced 

** Like a really satisfying poo - you’re 
glad you had it, but its over now, and 


deserves to be flushed 
* Like Greg Prince forcing you Tal 
to eat his poo. ( ) 
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Ten Comics for a Buck 


by Jacob Chabot 
or my continuing series of ar- 
ticles bringing you reviews on 
cool junk nobody cares about, 
I went down to the Card and Comic 
Co. at the Hampshire Mall, where they 
have a ten for a dollar comic book bin 
(something actually good that came 
out of the comic book depression). I 
selected ten choice books. Here they 
are ordered from the stuff I wouldn’t 
wipe my ass with to the real gems. 

Wordsmith #3-Too boring to read 
enough to know what this book was 
about. AND I LIKE COMICS! I 
should probably at least flip through 
it. Hmm, decent but unreadable, , 
sketchy art, and a writer that gets 
beat up. Nope, still not gonna 
Tead it. 

Plastic Soda #2-A bunch of 
random nonsense from crazy 
people. How this comic made 
it to the second issue is beyond 
me. According to “people in 
charge” of this mess, only 394 
people buy this book. Ahh well, 
they’ve got spirit. Mark 
Hugo picked this one 
out because it had a 
munchkin flashing Dor- 
othy on the cover. 
Sicko. 

The Tekken Saga #1-Based on the 
Tekken fighting game. It sports classy 
quips such as, “To lose to him will 
mean I’ll lose.” Bear in mind that this 
is NOT atranslation. The art matches 
the dialogue perfectly, most of it is 
copied from recent issues of X-Men. 
And every page is a new character 
announcing his presence and demon- 
strating his special power. I can’t be- 
lieve that somebody actually looked 
at the script and the art and said “Hey, 
I’ll pay you money to do this.” 


G.I Joe #2-Based on that crappy 
G.1.Joe Extreme toy line I was telling 
you about. With a premise like that, 
how could this book not suck! This 
book reads like a bad Saturday mom- 
ing cartoon, the Joes have to guard 
some stuff, and the bad guys (No more 
Cobra, now it’s Skar) try to steal it. 
How do they come up with this stuff? 
The back-up story/flashback was okay 
though. 

X #18-Batman ripoff X takes on 
the Predator himself with the help of 
this loser called One-shot. Yawn. Yes, 
what the comic industry needs is an- 
other superhero comic! It’ll be like a 

cote, The Jam Urba 


breath of fresh air! Oh, and let’s put in 


the Predator! We can do that! We 
have the rights! 

Gamera: the Guardian of the Uni- 
verse #2-Gamera is the twin turbine 
engined turtle Godzilla spinoff. The 
charm of the giant rubbery monster 
movies is in the watching the big beat 
downs; as good as pro-wrestling. 
Unfortunately you can’t capture that 
cheesiness in a comic book. And just 
like the movies, too much time is spent 
on stupid people. Boooorriiingg. 

2000 Maniacs #2-Opens with a 
woman taking off her bra. Based on 
one of Mark’s favorite movies where 
a Southern ghost town rises to kill five 
Yankees in varied ways. In this issue, 
one gets drawn and quartered and an- 


other rolls down a hill in a barrel spiked 
with nails. Lots of blood and gore. 
Heartbreakers #2-Queenie is a 
clone who’s part of some resistance 
force or something. A lot of star trek 
techno babble dealing with clones and 
such, but within the first half of the 
book, five people get shot and two 
people have sex. Cool artwork, com- 
plicated story. | still don’t know what 
really happened. And the lesbian ac- 
tivities alluded to on the back cover 
never actually happen. 
Death Race 2020 #1-A sequel to 
the Roger Corman Movie, Death Race 
2000. In the future, death races, where 


n Adventure No. 5 points are given for hitting innocent 
Wg [*s<0~4) bystanders, are held to release ag- 


aah) SAT WLR 
a rN. FeLow. 


gression. This book was pretty 
§@ keen. Violent slapstick 
=| Loboesque humor crossed with a 
4 Scooby-Doo like race. They 
“| spend a large portion of the race 


244 inanold folks home. And, hey,a 


contest to appear in a Rock €n Roll 
#) High School (featuring the 
| Ramones) comic in the back! 

The Jam: Urban Adventure #5- 
A bizarre tale that involves a cult, a 
“superhero,” and satan himself. Ev- 
ery line in this book is quoteable, from 
“We must attack now!” “But it is cold 
outside.” to “You’ve discovered anti- 
gravity?” “Yes. Iama genius.” Satan 
puts a yapping poodle in with Hitler. 
It ends in a big party with free beer, 
pizza, and live music. Fun! And the 
Jam (the “superhero”, if you read the 
book you’ ll know why that’s in quotes) 
and his girlfriend get back together! 
Awww, that’s sweet. A feel-good story, 
I feel all warm and fuzzy 

If you’re interested in any of these 

bargain books, I’m sure you can still 
find copies of them in the bin. 
At a dime an issue you’re not / \ 
losing anything. 
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